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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


*, 731 


Wednesday.—Awfully hot! Had a drink. Sti ‘ yottin 
Went ashore to see with my own eyes twenty-eight S 
Anarchists (whom France wouldn’t have) arrive on E 
Liverpool. Nice sight! 

‘““TAKEN IN AND DONE FOR.” 
As they wouldn’t do for Spain, 
Why in Gaul they sought their chance, 
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But tney naa LO SL&aIs a2vain, 
For they wouldn’t do for Fran: 
ni Diakitn ten? +) oo 
So to Britain’s shores thev came— 


> | + 
Such poor persecuted chaps 
I I 
So thev’ll plav their little game, 


1 thawv’]]} «£< jo for’’ England p’raps 
And thev li **do for sngland p raps 


had another drink, 


Thursday.—Ran over to have a look at Klondyke, *“ the new El 


Dorado.”’ Could hardly get there for the crowd. Dismal arid place 


miles of it. Seems plenty of gold (put a nugget or two in my 
t] 


pocket) but nothing to eat—and with all that crowd expect there 


> 


will be more deaths than fortunes. Nice and cool] there, 


Quite a change to get back to Goodwood forthe Cup. Ran down 
to make it all right for the Queen’s reception at Ryde, then back to 


‘**yot ’’ and had a drink. 
Friday.—Went to Palmyra just to see what these American 


Johnnies are worried about. Had some difficulty in finding the 


thing; did so at last by remembering that it lay inside a reef, 
se that island seems mostly sea. However, Rule Britannia! and 
touch it if you dare! Made my way to Portsmouth to welcome the 
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panish exiled 
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Dined with the Right Hon. Harry Escombe, the Premier of 
x , ; . ¢ ; - . . * oe : oe 4 99 . 
Natal, at the Hotel Metropole. Then went back tothe“ vot,” and 
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The King of Ir, 
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The King fg 
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Saturday.—Helped the Princess Beatrice open the new National 
Hospital at Ventnor. Then over to Newport, Monmouth, to assist 
Lord Tredegar to open the Art Exhibition there. Took the King 


of Siam to Harrow and Kew Gardens. 


Monday.—Bank Holiday, and a hot one, too—hottest I remember. 
Had a drink before leaving the “ yot"’ for Hawarden and Buckley 
Agricultural Society’s Show. Mr. Gladstone spoke a piece (with 
reference to eggs). Took the King of Siam to Westminster Abbey, 
St. Paul's, the Victorian Exhibition, and Ranelagh Club. Then 
down to Dunmow to see the flitch awarded. 


Tuesday.—Still very yot—I mean still hot on the “ yot."” Took 
Lord Salisbury to see the King of Siam at Buckingham Palace, 


afterwards escorting His Majesty to the Houses of Parliament. 
Took some of the Jubilee knights down to Osborne to be finished off 
by the Queen. That done, took the Archbishops and bishops off 
to Glastonbury. Left them there and pushed off to open the 
Eisteddfod at Newport. Wrote the following: 


WELSH ODE. 


Thela diesd ressed inl ightgo wns 
Havefil ock edup onth 


1 
vy Pie 


Theiro desar epr oud lyr inging 
Acro ssth eirb illsan ddales, 
Ohl isten toth eirs inging 
Ohl isten toth eirw ales ! 
THe SpPorrer. 


—— . —_ . _-—- } 





Revenge. 


Magistrate (to Prisoner).—‘* What were you doing duwa the 


area ?’”’ 


Prisoner (maliciously).—" I wanted to be locked up, and I knew 


the policeman would be going down the area after the cook !"’ 


Notice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER APPEARANCES. 











THe SHorp WALKER (His Business). 


Simple John Bull. 


(Herr Camp, naval constructor, from Kiel, and Monsieur 
Veszey, a gentleman who holds a high office in the French Navy, 
have during the week, by special permission from the Admiralty, 
been escorted over one of our most important dockyards. The visits, 
which occupied some hours, were apparently much appreciated both 
by the French and German gentlemen, who were intent on making 
earnest inquiries as to what was shown them.’’— bide /’ress. 


JOHN Buu you're a jolly good soul 
(With a bit of an assin the blend!) 

To let them through vour dockvard stroll, 
And note how your land you defend! 


The time may come when you'll regret 
Your good-natured, trustful old heart; 
The ideas your enemies get 
F'rom you, my boy, may make you smart! 


The Poet and the Flitch. 


Now, the fact that Mr. Josiah Lambert was one of the winners of 
the Dunmow Flitch this year is a subject of small importance, but it 
assumes a tremendous significance, look you, when you remember 
that Mr. Lambert is a poet. On countless occasions has Mr. Fun 
read that conjugal felicity is a thing unrealisable by the poetic 
brotherhood, and his great heart has throbbed with painful emotion 
at each time of reading. But now that Mr. Lambert has closed the 
sordid record of matrimonial misery, Mr. Fun we 


uld lain Seek him 


out, fall upon his neck, and publicly thank him for this notabl 
service to letters and humanity. Phe po ell des his flite] 
For has he not won it in a canto we beg pardon. a inter ? 

















THE Deck WALKER (H1Is PLEASURE). 








A Happy Country. 


‘When Mr. John Kirkwood was asked before the Select Com- 
mittee on Money Lending why he resided in France, he replied, 
‘‘ Because it is a happy country to live in. There are none of these 
nquisitions there, and none of the society papers.”—Daily Paper.] 


We’RE concluding from a recent 
Circumstance, 
If you'd earn a living decent, 
Go to France; 
Where the generous money-lender, 
Bubbling o’er with feelings tender, 
Freely makes the thriftless spender 
An advance! 


If you wish your store of ‘‘ shiny ” 
To enhance, 

Why just trot across the briny 
Into France ! 

Tempting shekels, there he’s piling, 

And his ways are so beguiling, 

And you can't resist his smiling 
Countenance ! 


How this sainted hero pities 
Your mischance 
He’s untroubled by Committees 
There in France ! 
There no papers vex and harry, 
-or usurious laws miscarry 
So we hope that he will tarry 


ee) | 1] 1T)} fF rance ! 
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Odds and Ends. 


A MAN who “takes things easily’’"—a 





photographer. 

| What often clothes one in misery—a 
law-sutt. 

The way to repair your fortunes— 





mend you ways. 





An auctioneer contends that he has a 
lot to put up with. 

A handy man—a glove manufacturer. 
A natural want—an armless beggar 
wanting alms. 

A man who “rises to the occasion ’— 
a balloonist. 

Motto for a wedding ring—the “‘ home 
circle.” 


“ All that Glitters is not 
Gold.” 


“ You are as good as gold!” the beggar 
said, 

As Wagga yellow piece putin his hand ; 

But very soon the beggar smote his 
head 

And used the strongest language in 
the land, 

And kicked himself, and called him- 
self an ass, 

For he discovered that the coin was 
brass!”’ 


‘“WorTH a guinea a box,” as the 
manager of the Frivolity observed when 
he was asked for a coupe. 


“Don’t Ju-be-late,”” as Mrs. Hen- 
pecker remarked when her husband told 
her he was going to a Jubilee meeting | 
at his lodge. 





Waftings from the Wings. 


My Friend the Prince, which terminated last Friday evening, 
will, after the provincial tour, be resumed at the Garrick. In the 
interim Mr. Brickwell has arranged with Mr. George Edwardes for 
a fortnight’s run of the celebrated musical success In Town, with a 
colossal company, prior to their departure for America. After the 
run of In Town Offenbach’s comic opera, La Périchole, will be 
staged, with Miss Florence St. John in the title rdle, supported bya 
powerful company, including Messrs. John le Hay, Fred Kaye, ete. 


The Princess’ Theatre is keeping up an existence with revivals, 
and the latest of that ilk is Tommy Atkins. This tragico-melo- 
dramatico composition is a series of highly-strung sensations, 
affording keen delight to the pit and gallery, who freely and enthusi- 
astically applaud stage sentiment and hiss and denounce every 
lapse from a rigid standard of morality. Mr. Oscar Adye, who 
play’s the villain’s part capitally, gets more than a fair share of 
groans and uncomplimentary remarks, a manner of appreciation 
which doubtlessly possesses its flattering side. The soldier-curate, 
pourtrayed by Mr. Ernest Leicester, is the hero of many 
adversities, which enlist the sympathies of the audience; and Miss 
Kate Tyndall collaborates as the heroine of oppressive fate. 
She is a great favourite, and receives instant and continuous support 
from her admiring audience. Mr. George Cockburn shows genius 
and acting in the character of Private Mason. Mr. John Lambe 
ably sustains the part of Sergt. Molloy, a comic Irishman, if such a 
term is allowable. Mr. Fred Coyne is sufficiently droll as Ebenezer 
Skindle, and Miss Marie Polini is a most admirable Elsie Wilson. 


Secret Service, a four-act drama, which has successfully run at 
the Adelphi for several weeks, has been taken over by a very 
illustrious body of understudies, who give an imitation of the 
principal performers with a seeming exactness passing all praise. 
The part of Captain Thorne, so successfully impersonated by Mr. 
William Gillette, the author, is now played by Mr. William 
Terriss, of Adelphi renown. Disregarding the individuality of the 
latter actor, there is very little to choose between him and Mr. 


Gillette in the rendering of this skilfully subtle characte: ne 











Mrs. Draper, of Hornsey (as she enters the Baronial Hall).—“ Now, if I had had my way, 
this is how our hall at home would have looked.” 


can only say that Mr. Gillette’s performance is American, and pro- 
bably the vernacular, whilst that of Mr. Terriss is an English in- 
terpretation. Both are excellent. Miss Bella Bateman’s pourtrayal 
of Mrs. Varney would pass for that of her predecessor. Miss Mill- 
ward gives her own rdle to the part of Edith Varney, and the energy 
and vivacity of her characters, generally, need no further commenda- 
tion. Caroline Mitford, fulfilled by Miss Georgie Esmond, is English 
rendering, and very engagingly it is done. Mr. Marsh Allen has 
done his best to fit the part of Wilfred Varney to the original per- 
formance, and he does not fall short of that end. Mr. Creagh Henry 
plays quite a fresh Benton Arrelsford. The parts of Martha and 
Jonas, the negro servants, are severally impersonated by Miss 
Lestrange and Mr. Maurice Drew, and admirably so—the former's 
ocular expression is, indeed, a speaking feature. The entire per 
formance goes with an éclat and precision which presages a long run 
for Secret Service, or, as its sub-title explains, A Romance of the 
Southern Confederacy. 


I spent a very pleasant Bank Holiday, and sought out a fresh 
field of enjovment, which was considerably heightened by the 
superbly brilliant weather. The latter always makes me lazily 
inclined, so I determined to spend the day in a lazy way. I went 
by the 10-10 a.m. train from Liverpool Street to Ipswich; there I 
boarded the pleasure steamer Essex for a trip down the Orwell. 
This river, so little known to Londoners, resembles the charming 
Tamar, in Devonshire. The former is a panorama of beauty, which 
soothes and solaces the jaded nerves, and makes one contented and 
ready for work again. I left the steamer at Harwich, as I 
had no inclination to cross over to felicitous Felixstowe, and 
sauntered round the shore to Dovercourt, previously lunching at 
the Pier Hotel. Dovercourt possesses a Spa, whereat is a mineral 
spring, enshrined in a very unpretentious erection called a pump 
room. However, it was all so simple, and free from the Bank 
Holiday bounder. Calmness and tranquility had full possession of 
the place, and the cup of tea to be had there, so refreshing and 
non-inebriating, terminated a very idyllic afternoon. The 5-45 
p.m train whisked me back to the great Babylon once more, 
reinvigorated in mind and imbued with a sensation of ineffable con- 
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i By the Sad Sea Waves. 


BALFOUR :— 


Come, little cherub, 
A dip in the sea 

Will make you as happy 
As happy can be, 

\ dip in the briny, 


You queer, little brat. 
Will make you look bonnie, 
Now, just think of that. 

( e, come, do not tre Dl¢ 
Don't struggle and kic} 
But pluck up your « rage 


The duck’s overquick. 
A second you're under, 

Then out you can run ; 
Full many an urchin 

Would say it was fun. 


There, there! Don’t you worry 
You're in for it now, 

That you've asked for a ducking 
I'm sure you'll allow. 

It is foolish to struggle 
And wriggle, you know ; 

For Arthur has got you, 
And in you must go! 


LABBY: 


Oh, oh! I can’t stand it, 
I’m sure I cannot, 

I prefer to cold water 
The water that’s hot. 





'Arry.—‘*'’Orse seemed stawtled loike, myte! 
Y . . > . , 
‘Sow did Oi—roight alongsoide o’ ’im! 
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KINDLY PRECAUTIONS. 


‘ 


Cold water, dear Arthur's 
A thing I abhor, 

As for hot—well, you know, I’ve 
Been in it before. 


Let me off, just this once, 
For I’m in such a fright, 
That to give me a ducking 
I’m sure isn’t right. 
Let me go, and I'l] never 
Come bathing again ; 
For I hate to get wet, 
And I think it will rain. 
If vou do, I'l) tell mother, 
She’s there on the beach: 
You may laugh, but vou are not 
Quite out of her reach. 
Oh, oh, oh, mother, mother, 
My weakness you know, 
He is going to dip me, 
Oh! mother, dear, oh! 


MoruHER Harcourt: 


Hi, hi, there, you mustn't 
Torment the dear child, 
Maybe he’s a tartar, 
Maybe he runs wild; 
For all that the darling 
Shall not stand alone, 
He may be a nuisance 
But still he’s my own. 
He’s my own little cherub, 
4nd must not be teased, 
For I'm always unhappy 


© | 
When he isn’t pleased. 
I 
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Oi whoistled all roight!”’ 


AvuGustT 1, 1857. 







Pais. aT 


Lt 


So et” Be we ae 








“aly 





He has such a way with him, 
Brimful of mirth ; 

And I try to delight him 
For all I am worth. 


I can’t have you dip him ? 
For Arthur, you see, 
If he’s angry he’ll make things 
Unpleasant for me. 
Besides, my dear Arthur, 
I’ve often been told 
That dipping will h 
And give him a ce 


1d, 
urt him 
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Disputed Paternity. 


Gibson (who has sent a report to the 
Press which has been mutilated almost 
beyond recognition by an over-zealous 
** sub.’’).,—‘* Confound the fellow! Look 
how he has condensed this paragraph. 
It’s difficult to even tell that I wrote 


it.”” 


Biggs.—* M’yes. You require tc be 


& wise journalist to know your own par.”’ 


"Twas Ever Thus. 


I NEVER dropped a little tack, 
3ut when with babe I took a stroll 
Across the bedroom floor and back, 
I picked it up with my poor sole! 
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(For Cartoon Verses see page 44.) 






































‘EES WITH MY LITTLE ONE.” 
















































































IT NEVER AG! 


BY THE SAD SEA WAVES. 


BALFOUR, THE BATHING-MAN, TO LALBY.—* COME ALONG, MY LITTLE ENGLANDER, AND HAVE A DIP.” 







































































MOTHER HARCOURT.—‘ NO, NO! 
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The Butler. 


CHAPTER V. 
“VIVA LIZETTE.” 


Lady Sweeney hurried as fast as her aged limbs could carry her 
into her lord’s sanctum. 

She had been called “an old cat,” and truly there wasa feline 

re in her eyes that meant mischief to somebody. She flopped 
into the nearest chair with a snarl. 
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“Conxround you! How parr vou InsinvaTe?” 


“ What's the matter now?” said Sir James laying down his paper 
and looking with surprise at her purple face. 

‘* Lizette’s the matter. That vile girl, after all the kindness I’ve 
shown her, has had the audacity to enter into a conspiracy with the 
scoundre! Purler. What their main object is I have not yet found 
out, but I heard sufficient to convince me they mean to turn the 
affection of Mr. Thurlow from our child, and Caroline's the elder, 
you know. I did think, James, she was going this time.” 

“She shall go, by thunder!’ roared Sir James, aghast, ‘or I'll 
py we the villain Thurlow at twelve paces. As for Lizette, send 
1er into the library to me. The girls shall hide behind the curtains 
and hear me unravel all their plans. A conspiracy, by gad! It 
shall be war to the knife!" 

Lizette heard the summons, and gave her head a contemptuous 
little toss. 

“ Purler,”” she said, solemnly, “ there's going to be a fight! Sir 
Jimmy has sent for me, but he’s welcome to a victory if he scores 
off me. My defence shall be: I understand Les Anglais not too 
much; no, thank you, please,”’ and, putting a finishing, coquettish 
touch to her cap, she gravely gave Purler a military salute and went 
forth to give battle. 

Sir James was seated in his library chair. 
look. ; 

**Come in!"’ he rasped out in answer to Lizette’s timorous knock. 

‘You did send for me, Sare James? Ah, yes!" said the lady's 
maid, with a smirk. , 

“Yes! Your behaviour of late has given Lady Sweeney some 
offence. You have been speaking of her in disrespectful tones to the 
other servants. You have also had the audacity to inveigle one of 
my guests into making certain amorous overtures.”’ 

“No! no! I did not make ze overtures. No! no! Mistare 
Thurlow did make love to me. I did not understand there vas to be 
no followers allowed."’ 

“What the dickens, do you mean? Do you think Mr. Thurlow 
comes here after you, and considers himself one of your followers, 
as you call it?” 

“Then what for he kiss me, then? You English are ze funny 
people I do not understand.” epee? 4. 492 : 

“Then understand this, once and for all. This unseemly conduct 
must cease. I will not have it. Whether you are French, German, 
or English, I will not have you making love to any man in this 
house while its master is present.” 


His face wore a severe 








“While you is present? Ah! I do begin to understand. Forgive 
me. You are what is called ze jealous,” said Lizette, demurely, 
twisting up the corners of her apron. ‘“ But I not love you, Sare 
James.” ; 

“Confound you! How dare you insinuate such a thing?” shouted 
Sir James, springing to his feet and confronting his domestic, while 
the Miss Caroline and Miss Euphemia, with a nasty, little aggra- 
vating laugh, drew aside the curtains and came into view. | 

“T'm surprised at you, Pa,” said Miss Caroline, mischievously. 
“Do you call this unravelling the plot? You are as bad as Mr. 
Thurlow.” ; 

“ Be quiet, all of you,”’ replied Sir James, angrily. ‘‘ Lizette, go 
to your work at once, and remember what I’ve told you,” he added, 
with dignity. 

“A pretty state of affairs,” he continued, as the soubrette left the 
room. ‘ My butler has almost threatened to inform the neighbours 
and society papers that our cuisine owes its materials to Australian 
mutton and British port, and now here’s this wretched girl ready 
at any time, aided and abetted by you girls, to tell them that Sir 
James Sweeney makes loves to his servant maid. Confound you all, 
Isay!” Sir James left the room, closing the door with a vicious 
slam. 

Lizette sped in all haste to report the adventure, and Purler met 
her with an anxious face. 

‘‘ What news, Lizette ?’’ he asked, eagerly. 

“Splendid!” she ejaculated. “Sir Jimmy defeated with great 
loss. Reserves lying in ambush, but discovered, and cut to pieces. 
Utter annihilation of the allied forces.” And she retailed to Purler, 
with many a grimace and gesture, the whole interview. 

‘‘Lizette,” said Purler, ‘“‘you’re a hero. You shall have the 
Victoria Cross.”’ 

‘IT will,” she replied sententiously. ‘‘Let it take the form of a 
brooch or a diamond ring. But there’s someone at the street door, 
Mr. Timothy. Don’t keep him waiting. It may be our reserve 
force.”’ 

It was, indeed, Mr. John Thurlow. He ¢ame to the house with a 
considerable amount of inward trepidation, but being told by 
Purler that Miss Caroline was ‘‘at home,’’ he recovered his serenity 
and entered the room in his airiest manner. 

‘‘ Miss Caroline,” he said, “‘ Foregad! you look charming to-day. 
Perfectly irresistable, by Hymen.” 

‘You have made a mistake, Mr. Thurlow,” she replied, icily, 
turning her back towards him. ‘ The servant’s hall is downstairs ; 
this is the drawing-room. You will doubtless find your friends in 
the kitchen.”’ 

“Ah! cruel! cruel!’’ said Thurlow, drawing closer to her. 
‘“‘ Don’t drive me away from my heaven, Miss Caroline. See me a 
penitent at thy feet. ‘To err is human, to forgive divine.’ It was 
a case of temporary insanity, for you had made me mad. Mad 
with love, by Cupid !” 


’ 














“Ma. THURLOW ENTERED THE FOOM IN HIS AIRIEST MANNER.” 


Miss Caroline visibly softened. 
“T will forgive you, Mr. Thurlow, but, conditionally, on your 
future behaviour. I will not interfere with my maid's followers.” 
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“Yes! you may call again,” she said, in answer to his ape 
look. ‘I will send Purler to show you out,” and, with a frigi 
little bow, she left him. 

““Whew!” he muttered, after she had gone. ‘‘ The soubrette was 
charming, but is likely to cost me dear. Five shillings and two 
thousand a year for just one little kiss. By Cupid’s shaft, you are 
expensive, Lizette, my dear.” 

*“‘ Purler,” he continued, as the butler appeared. 

** Do you know what this is?” 

é ** Yes, sir, I ’av seen something of the sort before, but not often 
in this house. It’s a sovereign, sir. What am I to do for it, sir?” 
Purler answered, with a grin. 

‘Watch Miss Caroline, and deliver to her secretly a letter I shall 
presently send. I’m on the verge of a slump, Purler. On the verge 
of a slump, by thunder! ”’ 

‘‘And you'll go right through, too, Mister Johnny Thurlow,” 
muttered Purler as he gazed after his retreating figure. ‘The cheek 
of ’im a-kissing my Lizette!” 


























Impertinent Paragraphs. 


I pon’r believe there is any gold at Klondike at all. I believe it 
is all a put-up job. I believe Presidents Kruger and McKinley have 
put their wicked heads together, and that Mr. Secretary Sherman 
has put a strong elastic band round them. 


a * * 


My opinion that the wh le thing is a put-up job is strengthened 
by the following correspondence, for which the proprietors of Fun 
have paid a billion pounds to a traitor in the American Foreign 
Office. The letter was written in cypher, but I have unravelled the 
cryptogram. 


FROM KRUGER TO MCKINLEY, 
Pretoria. 
determined to humble 


Rhodes fhas been exculpated. I am 


Chamberlain. Will you join me? If so, we can settle the London 
Convention’ and the Behring Sea business with one coup. Reply 
paid. KRUGER. 
FROM MCKINLEY TO KRUGER. 
Washington. 


Have consulted Sherman. Am quite willing, if it can be done 
without risk, Wire particulars at your own expense. 
McKINLEY. 


KRUGER TO MCKINLEY, 


We will take ourfcue from the Jameson raid. Get up a gold 
fever at Klondike. Send up a batch of Yankees to swear they have 
found gold. Then thousands of other Yanks will follow. Canada 
is bound to tax them. Then send along a secret service officer to stir 
up revolt. Let the insurrection be entirely unofficial. Send Sherman 
to take charge of the affair if you like. If the rebellion is successful 
you can annex the place; if not, you can disavow it. In any case 
you will get rid of Sherman, who, I hear, is a great anxiety to you. 

KRUGER. 
FROM MCKINLEY TO KRUGER, 


Good! It shall be done. McKINLEY. 
FROM KRUGER TO MCKINLEY, 
Right! KRUGER. 
FROM MCKINLEY TO KRUGER,. . 


Hang you and your, silly old plans. England is sending a big 
fleet to Canadian ports. She is watching every move on the board. 
The Canadians have mobilised their army. Spain and Japan have 
joined with Great Britain. You darned old meddler, your monkey 
tricks have landed us in a nice hole. We shall expect you to stand 
by us. Send over a regiment of Burghers to help us. Will Germany 
join in ? McKINLEY. 

FROM KRUGER TO MCKINLEY. 


Very sorry. I can do nothing, as Mrs. Kruger’s health is not what 
it should be. The Kaiser will send a telegram, but the confounded 
British fleet is knocking around somewhere, and we can’t put a 
soldier on the sea. Better let the whole thing slide. Iam going 
to make friends and decorate Rhodes with the Order of Unctuous 
Rectitude. So long. ‘ KRUGER. 

Professor Gokhale’s abject apology over the Poona business must 
have made his English friends somewhat sick. They seized on his 
charges with avidity, like the vultures they are; they would feed on 
the carrion flesh of the British Empire with gusto, if they could 
possibly turn it into a corpse. 








“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 838.) 
Tus River. 


Let me sing you a song of the river, 
Of the river that flows along, 
Where the willows and aspens quiver, 
And the mill sings its old, sweet song, 
Where the branches meet half-way over, 
And the white sails flutter by, 

1t’s a story of dear love and the lover, 
A song that is hushed by a sigh. 

For the song of the river is sadness, 
And a tender lullaby, 

Though there’s many a bright strain of gladness 
As the dead leaves are floating by. 

We are sad for the summer is waning 
And autumn will soon be here, 

The wind a keen breath will be gaining, 
The trees will be bleak and drear. 

But there’s joy in the sweet smiling present, 
There's gladness in what has been, 

What is, and what has been, are pleasant, 
What will be--will that be green ? 

Or brown like the leaves that, in falling, 
Will bury the hopes of spring, 

Will the future the past be recalling, 
Will the river its old song sing ? 
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A Long Name. 


(The King of Siam’s name is Prabat Somdetch Pra Paramindr 
Maha Chulalong Koru Patindr Tepa Maha Mongkut Pra Chula 
Chom Kiao Chow Yu Kua. | 


ENGLAND welcomes the King of Siam— 
Let us hope the throng, 

When they hear his name, won't call him 
‘‘ Now we shall be Iong!”’ 




















OVERHEARD. 


Ist Stranger.—* This ’ere hengineers’ strike seems ter be lastin’ 
out a bit, don't it, mate?” 

2nd Do — It do that. I a'’most thort o’ jining it mesel!.”’ 

lst Do.—** Wot, you ain’t no engineer, are yer?” 

2nd Do. ( proudly).—‘* Why, Lor’ luv yer, I’ve druv’ the Borough 
steam-roller for nigh on seven year.” 












































te 






age apa aeae. 


seehentamnnsena ee Te 
























2°53 Pt 
Se) ee 








NS Se ee Ea IER beg IRR TR OTR Soe 








aeinenents Rape TTT I, 


ae 














The Millbank Metamorphosis. 


“Tt reminds one. . . . of Byron.”’—Sir WILLIAM HARCOURT. 


I stood at Millbank on the scene of sighs, 

A palace from a prison has been planned ; 

I saw from out the cells the domes arise, 

As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand : 
And glorious hues in golden scrolls expand 
Around me, and a living glory smiles 

O’er these fair halls where genius shall be fanned 
Thanks to the noble Tate’s prince-honoured piles, 


AvGust 10, 1897. 








OVERHEARD ON A ROAD IN DORSETSHIRE. (A FACT. 


Lady Cyclist.—“I say, my good man, is this the way 
Wareham ?” 
Stone Breaker.—“ Well, mum, can’t say for sure; my missus 
wears ‘em wnderneath!"” 


to 


Where Art shall find a home, throned in her northern isles. 
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The Day of Prorogation. 
[The Prorogation of Parliament took place last Friday.) 


The patriots who, beneath Big Ben, 
Are Jaily pent in dreary pen 
May all espouse, like valiant men, 
The interests of our nation : 
But, spite of all their zest and zeal, 
Those patriots cannot half conceal 
The deep—thrice deep—delight they feel 
On the Day of Prorogation ! 


When maiden members take their seat 
Where sages of St. Stephen's meet, 
Their hearts are all with joy replete 
And wild exhilaration. 
But when, in faithful Commons met, 
They've served a month or two, you bet 
The greatest gladness they can get 
Is the Day of Prorogation ! 


Are there not seaside jinks and dips? 

Are there not Continental trips ? 

Are there not grouse on mountain tips 
That wait annihilation ? 

So let us note, with joy immense, 

How with commonsense the Commons hence 

Depart and quit their toils intense, 

On the Day of Prorogation ! 


[President*Kruger has presented a rare specimen of native gold to 
thefRoyal Geological Museum at Berlin. The gift is said to be 


Kruger’s Fresent. 


worth about £300.] 





Krucer is wily, and Kruger is old— 
Methinks that, instead of this rare bit of gold, 
If to the museum himself he'd presented, 


The Germans would, doubtless, have been more contented ; 


For Kruger’s of metal that none could surpass— 
His face, anyway, is of brassiest brass ! 
And wire-y Will would have gazed with delight 


On the metal-some Kruger he urged to show fight! 








rAt Liverpool Assizes Mr. Beecham and Mr. Challinor, his agent, 
were assessed in damages of £50 and 40s. respectively for disfiguring 
the Foudroyant, Nelson’s flag-ship, by painting on it an advertise- 


ment. 


To What Base Uses? 


Stay of execution was granted.— Vide Press.] 


TuHatT traders wise should advertise, 
Is a maxim that’s sound and true; 
But Cobb did teach ’em (vide Beecham), 
That craft-y ways won’t always do! 











[The word “ Klondykised’’ has been coined in America to 
express the condition of persons smitten with the gold mania.— 


Klean Klondykranky ! 


Westminster Gazette. | 


EARNING as good a living 
As ever a man on earth, 

O, why is Mundango giving 
Good-bye to a splendid berth ? 
In his dwelling in calm Nebraska 

He has known nor toils nor cares : 
But, as forth into far Alaska 

He frenziedly fares, he bears 
The mark upon every feature 

Of the gold-lust undisguised— 
For the poor fond Klondykreature 

Is kompletely Klondykised ! 


O, why is the rich New Yorker 
Forsaking his sky-high store ? 

Why deals the Chicago porker 
In the lucrative pig no more ? 

They are gaily intending spending 
Their all upon gold-mine shares, 

And they trust, ere the century’s ending, 
To be multi-millionaires ! 

They will ne’er of their aim be reachers, 
But they joy in the hope they’ve raised— 

For the poor fond Klondykreatures 
Are klompletely Klondykrazed ! 











Two burglars, having vainly broken into a Fleet {Street 
newspaper office, left behind them twelve lines of original verse 


The Height of Impudence. 


and a quantity of cigar-ash. ] 


Ix the newspaper office, Bill Sikes and his mate 
Found no gold had been left them to plunder ; 
So they lit two cigars, which had been by ill-fate 
On the counting-desk left, and proceeded to state 
(By inditing three solemn tetrastichs) what great 
Disappointment their hearts laboured under ! 


You opine that the height of presumption is here ? 
Nay, Bill Sikes and his comrade may mount in 

Their impudent path a step higher! We fear 

(Since their love of high daring is patent and clear) 

That for twelve lines of verse to that journal’s cashier 
They'll anon send their “ lineage account” in!! 














What is One to Do? 
‘* SPARE the rod, and spoil the child,” 
For it is sure to grow up wild; 
But if you use the rod, and clout, 
You'll make it wild, without a doubt ! 
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